4 Newbury St., Boston, 


sune 26, 191. 


Tomorrow is your birthday. Will you let it be 
the rebirthday of our friendship, the breaking of which has 
been an intolerable burden unon my heart, as I think it must 


have veen upon yours. I ask you not to forgive me, but what is 
better, to understand that the cruel, bitter, unjust things I 
have said and written to you were expressions of a shattered 
nervous system, a desperate sense of defeat and failure, In 
particular I have not the courage to recognize as myself the 
-man wno wrote that letter to Teacher in February, 
ago, Your suffering from the offense cannot have been greater 
than the anguish of the mind that conmitted the offense; for 
though my mind could be blinded and perverted so that it could 
hink brutal thoughts, it could not harden itself against the 
fires of shame and remorse which burn with terrible constancy. 

I do not ceaeatt acquittal, for we must hold ourselves resvonsibdle 
for what we do even in moments of distraction and half-maddening 
exasperation. But I do ask your:.generous heart to relieve my 
conscience of at least a part of its unbearable load, A part 

of the.weight I’ shakl always carry. If there is anything I can 
do for you now or ever, will you give me the privilege of doing 
it? More than that, if I need your help, I shall be proud and 


happy to ask you for it. 


Yours ever affectionately, 


fob Me 


